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you do, you do not spend your winters at
Pisa, or in some place where the great arbiter
of human healths, my lord of the sun, is ?
I think that if it were not for him I would
be under the earth. All my contemporaries
hasten to precede me there. Last year was
rough for a little circle of my friends. We
dined together once a month: I am the sole
survivor. This is my grave reproach against
the Great Mechanic. Why do not men fall,
like leaves, in one season ? Your Father
Hyacinth will not fail to say silly things.
He will say, " O, man, what are ten years,
a century!'' What is eternity to me ?
What is important for me is a small number
of days. Why are they so bitter ?

Only a quarter of the ordinary visitors at
Cannes are here this year. Reason: a Pa-
risian ate three lobsters and died of cholera.
The land was at once placed under suspicion,
and the mayors of Nice and of Cannes con-
ceived the bad idea of denying, in the news-
papers, that the cholera had come. So
everybody believed that it had. Several of
my friends have been as heroic as I, and we
form a small colony which dispenses withour look-er.you   are worth as much as
